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WARNING (7/01/20) 



attempt to be simultaneously entertaining and 
ethical, I cannot guarantee that your reaction to 
this thing will be good. So , you take 
responsibility for your own decisions here. B0- 



Or I mean, more hopefully speaking, 

WELCOME to being more of a balanced, 
objective, compassionate, humble pillar of free 
society who is prepared to confront the unknown 
and use what you learn to improve yourself and 
the world. You’re tough, trust me. 

DEEP WOUNDS 21/01/20 

There is a deep wound running through society. 

It is easy to talk about society. 

There is a deep wound running through myself. 
And you. 

LET ME START 

Alright, I’m going to take this in a different 
direction to my apparent theme, again. Starting, 
again. And again, and again! I can’t seem to nail 
this thing down. There’s always another layer 
that seems immediately to draw my attention. 

The issue, is multi-faceted. It’s not kind on the 
guts, either. Or it is, if you get things right, if you 
learn something about yourself, for yourself, for 
the core of who you are. 

Anyhow, I will talk about my seeming addiction, 
or over-reliance on technology. This is, for me, 
specifically sitting in front of a big fat PC with 
headphones on, usually, bloating my mind with 
information and simulations of social contact. 


Is it an addiction if that’s the infrastructure, like 
someone could talk about a road addiction or a 
phone (TELEphone) addiction? 

Never mind whether or not it is an ‘addiction’ or 
not. It’s just something that I do, that is 
commonly done, and that I feel I must do to get 
to the bottom of what is wrong. 

It really is natural that somebody will turn to the 
internet, books, or TV. It is the cutting edge for 
finding out what all the details are when the 
range of input around is isn’t much (though, 
getting to know just ONE PERSON, really well, 
can double your knowledge! Triple, quadruple, 
perhaps...). 

When we had only a few books, I think that 
people made do with little. The sense of fear and 
faith of that 50s film, Night of the Hunter, stuck 
with me (cheers Glen for showing me). A lady 
sitting there with a rifle and a bible on a rocking 
chair, in charge of many children. The raw ability 
to judge character underneath appearances and 
status, to read the social, moral truth of the 
situation. Haunting, inspiring. 



Also, look at their un-connected, simple houses! 
They can envision the grid they are on, I’m sure. 
That, I perhaps fear to do, with all the networks 
around us now. With how complicated people 
make thoughts and lives. 




How neat they seemed in the 50s, but how 
vulnerable! How simple, like you can picture the 
construction of it from beginning to end. People 
would write words on signs and go in the street 
in hats and suits. How quaint! Now we have all 
kinds of art and blurry, tenuous social 
connections. 

The big slabs of red meat, the cutting of an 
animal’s throat, the boxes of creamy milk. Apple 
trees. Books, filing cabinets, radios. Signs that 
said what a place’s function was, like Department 
of Such and Such Specific. Now it’s Centrelink, 
re-branded things. 

Imagine having to face people. How bottled 
everyone would be, not having these branches 
going out. Or how intimate people would be, not 
having branches. How life and death things are. 



Illustration 1: Who’s a nice gentleman? 


If I don’t like being ‘me’ out there, I can go 
somewhere else on the internet. 

At some point, I have to acknowledge that I have 
a body. 

That is the most important thing in the world. It’s 
my life. 

I mean I have a mind. Why was my mind drawn 
over here, while my body sits over here? 

Why the hell do you think? Is that where the 
truth is to be found? 


Well I guess I went to the enemy’s camp and took 
back what he stole from me? Took back what he 
stole from me? I want to bring it back. Tie up the 
loose ends. 

I HATE THIS 

Nobody is well-suited to this. You can design a 
chair for the human body but the human body is 
not designed for a chair. 

Is that offensive to people in wheelchairs? Nah I 
don’t think so, because it’s the truth. 

Where would I GO? What am I looking for? 
What is a good reason to leave the house? 

I mean a good reason. I am searching far and 
wide. Where? On the internet, and when I 
sometimes go outside. 

What if we all keep searching for this thing, and 
it ends up like, we all just end up with more 
internet, more technology, and more little 
exercise slots and things organised as if 
branching out from the internet, not from IRL? 

What if I keep running my mouth with sci fi stuff 
and miss the point of the fundamental(ist) thing I 
am getting at? 

I have a body, you have a body. 

There are lots of stuff around us. A lot of 
xonfusion. And diarrheangement. I don’t know 
why my bain comes up with things like that.t. it’s 
like inn-hately schizophrenic, our brains are. It is 
like I am purposively wounding a rehlation ship 
to the reader slightly, maybe for some taktic to in 
order to read think, disorganise the display the 
part component parts of the dis course dissing the 
course of the human life. That is in order that the 
parts may be dis-played by anniil-hated self//selfs 
(artificial) so that the hole (and opposite whole) 
is under-stood, stood-under, so that the whole can 
be put together and not performed for the naive 
or wicked. 

The post-modern-deconsctuction, is it? I’m 
accelerating it? So we can get back to the plain 
old body, and plain good sense of priorities? 



This does not come from the character of THE 
ALIENS this time, tho I think that my ALIENS 
characters are quite charming. 

This was CONTROLLED SCHIZOPHRENIA 
elaborating on the perfectly normal experience of 
DYSPHORIA, DYSTOPIA. 

It does not insinuate that I wish to re-arrange the 
part on my person but 

glitch, glitch 

IS IT ME OR IS IT YOU? Boundaries 
compromised.. 

The wound runs through all of society. 

MOST OF WHAT I SAY IS GARBAGE, MOST 
OF WHAT I DO IS... 

Well, my posture is only recently gotten better. 
Being able to be OK in a body, as in knowing 
what to do with it, and not for appearances or 
data (to USE somehow) is the task. 

I am trying to find myself by connecting with 
YOU. And YOU and YOU and YOU 

Finding the truth is something that isn’t like, 
finding more ways to categorise scientifically, as 
in separate things into their component parts and 
manipulate the parts so that they fit what you 
think is best for them. 

Would you really think that WE have MORE 
truth now? More facts, data, sure. But do FEEL 
an innate truth about who we are and what we 
have to do? Or is is caught up with a bunch of 
rubbish that stops us from seeing each other for 
who we are? 

Perhaps a good film idea would be to have a 
naked (or loin-clothed?) woman and a man walk 
around the CBD and just be like, “HAHAHA 
what is that?” to EVERYTHING 

Imagine the poor tourists with their chanel bags, 
their inspirational slogan tees scattering. 


This is THE ALIENS kind of attitude again, just 
about, but it’s MORE HUMAN because they are 
human bodies 

What do we wear? What do we eat? The LORD 
said not to worry. 

Things will be added to us if we put the heavenly 
kingdom first. 

I am open to lots of things happening, because I 
don’t know what to picture in this world as being 
the consequence for my life following THE 
SPIRIT (the somewhat crazy but still utterly 
sane-amidst-chaos spirit, because you can’t 
accuse it of anything actually WRONG). See, I 
cannot covet or idolise anything or anyone that 
currently exists. It’s up for change. 

The stuff on the outside does not matter so much. 
Picture the aliens, and the naked man and woman 
laughing at everything we are doing. 

Will you be the alien, the naked person? You are 
JUST A BODY, A SOUL, A SPIRIT 

And STUFF MEANS STUFF is a problem. So 
WHAT STUFF, WHAT WORDS, WHAT do you 
‘clothe’ yourself with? (I’d say THE WORD, 
your MOUTH WORDS like a good adult, like a 
good therapist, CLEARITY OF SPEECH AND 
WRITING, but anyway, let me explain my more 
insecure self) 

Well, for me, it becomes sort of a mess, but 
something that represents the convoluted 
‘untruth’ of myself convolutedly, in a way that 
may be pleasing. Turning ‘myself’ inside out. 
Making, making, writing, wearing, talking, until, 
maybe I will have purged myself of all that is in 
me and somebody will see me for who I am at 
last, and connect with me fully. (Sin? Folly?) 

When it really should be simple. Like, dancing, 
talking, praying, so on. 

I mean aren’t we trying to ‘use up’ everything in 
the world until we hit like a n exhaustion point? 

Actually, I don’t know is that metaphor is right, 
or what is an ‘untruth’ about myself. I mean 



everything says something about MY PAST. 
Though, MY PAST is not ME. 

Like, it kind of is but, um, it isn’t. I’m just here, 
OK. I’m confused a bit. Or am I not confused? 

I dunno, I’m just a bit of an idiot A _ A But I have 
COMMON SENSE. 

Common sense says, I have two arms, two legs, 
blah blah blah. Those are things to do things 
with. 

Oh and I have a womb and a brain. Etc. etc. 

So, what does that MEAN? 

What am I LOOKING FOR? 

Is it that I should have children? Is it that I want 
to be like a man, not a woman? Is it that I need to 
find something to do to make me forget that I 
have a womb, and parts that make me ‘female’? 
Why? 

What I am doing again, is like a scientist, 
separating myself into different parts and 
categories. 

Can’t we just leave the damn parts alone? For 
now at least? 

I should neither have to forget the parts, or to 
over-think about them more than is necessary to 
do what I feel they are for. What am I for? 

To find truth, I look outwards towards something 
that makes me forget my body. But if it is to 
count, I must use my body for something good. 

The truth (in LOVE) makes me feel like a 
human. Like a human should feel. 

It also gets rid of all the trash and provides 
clarity. 

The foundation of humanity is one man and one 
woman, naked, not knowing it. The fall is when 
they become ashamed to be seen, and start 
adding a lot of crap to the world. Many years 
later and there’s me, full of crap. 


I fly the flag making this wound visible to all. 
And if you think the current heteronormative 
uniform covers up your nakedness and shame of 
the ‘normal’ people, hidden sins in ‘stable’ 
society, you’re wrong, (but also if you think yr 
queer uniform is that profound you’re part of the 
problem too). 

Who’s more healthy of us? Doesn’t matter. Who 
has the truth, who can change things? “Time will 
reveal all”, as my old man housemate said. 

Confess the truth to one-another - to a pastor, 
psych, social worker, counsellor at first if you’re 
too OCD about it. 

It’s all a mess, and I’m fine conveying the truth 
of the mess (or, the truth of the untruth that the 
world has made me) - for now. 

I wear a man’s clothing and try to think and write 
like a man. Walk like a man, talk like a man. 
Sometimes, I think. 

This is just a skin I have put on. It’s just fabric. 
And what if I took hormones, got surgery? It’s 
just a little pill, or a little shot, a little 
anaesthesia, you know, mundane shit. Could 
happen to anyone! The things I have worn, the 
things I have put in my mouth before to try to be 
well. So many meds or drugs, for 
social/economic reasons. 

(and look, for some ppl there may be strong 
hormonal factors. Some people have like a 
phantom limb, could be like that. But that’s not 
gonna stop me from getting to the bottom of the 
social construction of gender) 

The technology you use to change yourself, the 
alcohol, the men marketing things, computers, 
stereotypes,etc. etc. 

The reason, I think, some people freak out is 
because the LGBTQIA++ thing shows off the 
wounds running through society. 

Like, God, have all of us really LET it become 
that important, whether somebody is a man or a 
woman, to the extent someone feels it is 
intolerably bad to be what they’re expected to 
be? 



I WISH we all took responsibility for our innate 
wounds. Starting with the most capable, working 
out to the marginalised. But unfortunately they 
are the complacent ones, often. Evil in high 
places. 

So it ends up being that there becomes a 
scapegoat in a family, and in society. The 
mentally disordered, the ‘other’, the ‘alternative’. 
End up in psych wards etc. 

This is all theatre, for me, sometimes. Or just 
plain habit, ‘mannish’ utilitarianism, repression. 
Maybe if women weren’t so devalued, I’d be less 
like a man? Or maybe if men weren’t so 
devalued, I could be more like a woman? Enjoy 
my body more, relax more, care for things 
around me more and not the internet so much. 
This all points to gender roles. 

BUT the problem there with the gender roles, is 
something we all know as common sense, right? 
Nobody knows the truth enough, nobody should 
have the authority to recruit men n women to 
different things (or the SAME things) en masse. 

You can’t just put people in boxes. Rooms, 
houses, boxes to tick like having kids, job etc.. 
The real test is character, and you have to watch 
more closely and guard your own heart to see 
that. 

You can’t just pretend people are happy, like you 
can chop people up into their parts in your mind 
and prescribe the kitchen or the garage, we all 
know? You have vagina, you DO this, you have 
penis, you DO this. 

That is dumb and objectifying. Saying, “WE 
NEED MORE BABIES.” blah blah economics, 
patriotism. 

It’s like if there was a Terminator who had the 
task of sorting out identity crises in the West. 

“YOU, HAVE THE CHILD. THE SYSTEM IS 
IN REQUIREMENT OF WOMBS.” 

The thing is, THERE IS NO ROLE except that 
which your biology deems is necessary FOR 
LOVE, and the patterns the biology necessitates 


society to form to maintain the essential fairness 
of existence of the sexes. 

I am sitting here, stressing about the past or the 
future. What will I wear, what will I eat, how will 
I be treated? 

Don’t I want to be careful before putting myself 
in pain, of having a child, for instance? See, I am 
in principle a conservative, but FOR MYSELF, 
for my own protection/conservation of sanity, AS 
WELL AS future children, AS WELL AS the 
men, until society changes so that I feel right, 
until I feel I belong, enough to find true unity 
with another human being who I might have a 
child with, after finding a life worth living with. 
This is like a paradox of radical feminism meets 
conservatism. DIVIDE and UNITE 

The terminator-conservative is WRONG. 

There’s nothing wrong with just being me, here, 
with ym female body. It’s just coming into 
contact with STUFF, with SOCIETY that makes 
me think about things I am NOT an don’t need, 
and men who I would feel anxious if I were to 
procreate with, or even RISK it. 

All I am is a body, the rest is a social construct. 
And people construct wicked things. 

So, what do I DO? 

Well, I’m not trashing the place, not chucking out 
the stuff, not trying to ‘BE’ anything, not letting 
anyone tell me to ‘BE’ anything, I’m just, 
minimising unnecessary connections to this 
outside world, protecting my spirit from it. 

If anybody feels they have found The Truth, feels 
they are Complete, if they appear to have their 
heart firmly planted in their chest, as they talk, I 
will listen to them and hope their completion will 
become mirrored in my mirror neurons... 

I will not become exactly like them, because I 
won’t mirror their physical form completely. I 
will look into their soul and see inside of me 
exactly what I lack. The same spirit inside them 
will be inside me. 



It will tell me (in it’s time) what I need to do with 
this body, and this voice, what I will wear, what I 
should expect to feel when I connect with 
another human. 

Everything from the past falls short of this so 
much that you’re put to shame. You don’t resent 
them for this, though, because there is nothing 
you can say against them. They are a light. 

In the past, you bonded with people over mutual 
lies and distractions. They would hurt you. 

This person would lay down their life for you 
even though you don’t deserve them. It wouldn’t 
be out of bitter revenge, but out of necessity of 
demonstrating what love is to you. They show 
how they are the better friend who stuck by what 
you believed in till the end. 

This new awareness of lacking something won’t 
be the source of envy or mutual accusation, but 
of a fundamental truth and power. Envy comes 
from vulnerability, not completion (becoming 
one). They will make me see inside me what I 
lack. It compliments what they lack, which is me, 
standing in the light with them. 

It’s a truth of contrast between light and 
darkness, good and evil, ideals and nightmares. 
Words that are like silver or bad apples. It’s 
values, not objective science. 

Where would such a man be? Who believes in 
love, anyone? It doesn’t have to be 
consummated, or married, anyone can have sex 
or get married in the flesh, but not anyone in the 
spirit 

Where is the kind of love that is sacred? That 
smooths out all your sins, that completes you, 
makes you feel fully at home in your body, 
understanding the value of life? 

Where is such a man, who can honestly look at 
your pathetic form, your tears, your anger, and all 
of that, and have years well up in his eyes for 
you and not against you, in the firmness of truth 
and not self-interested emotion, fake placating? 
Who shows his character by not only resisting 
immediate gratification but staying real in the 
face of persecution, for the sake of the downcast? 


You see him, and he seems so strong and utterly 
blameless in the truth he is saying that you 
suddenly realise how much is wrong with 
yourself. You cry, you say, “Where were you? 
You weren’t there!” That is the ONLY accusation 
you can level at him, and it’s a ridiculous one. 

This man would have to mirror Christ himself. 
“You knew the truth all along. You knew how it 
feels to be a man who is one with God. And now 
I can be who I am, through the presence of you.” 

All of the vain costume changes, all of the 
convoluted theories, the drugs, the placards, the 
harsh treatment of the body, all thrown in the 
dump like those uni binder books of outdated 
readings. 

The internet, the arterial roads, mountains of 
bureaucracy, paperwork, the UGLY things of the 
world, all packed away neatly. The world finds 
LOVE again. 

It will be different for everyone, necessarily, but 
everyone has to do something. What do I lack? I 
can’t tell you what you lack. You just have to 
know the image of God, when you see it, and 
emulate it. 

God is so privileged, by the way, that he can give 
a shit about the most intimate details of your life, 
way back, even before you were born. So there’s 
nothing standing in the way from you being who 
you were meant to be. And nobody knows what 
you were meant to be, or when you will find out. 

I will step out of the trash can, I will stop writing, 
stop wallowing in trash. No jokes, no satire, none 
of this messily putting the pieces together in our 
own strained intellectual powers and posturing. 

With cinematic sincerity, I will look into people’s 
eyes and speak in perfect, clear, confident 
English. 

Autistic, schizoid, schizophrenic, depressed, 
borderline, ADHD etc. people will be relieved 
and many will say, “We knew all along, things 
were too fake. We knew since we were very 
young, that people could not connect to our 



hearts and get us to concentrate, because there 
was not enough heat there in the first place” 

Indigenous people will be relieved because, “The 
culture that existed in this place prior to 
European invasion, and therefore Christian 
occupation, was a universe closer to Jesus’ vision 
of the Kingdom of Heaven than anything that 
Christendom has managed to produce.” (Fr. Rod 
from the Anglican Parish of Gosford) says. They 
will no longer be considered ‘marginal’ to 
society. We will have time to think, rest, spend 
time with each other. 

All of the creativity, the technical abilities, can be 
directed into the project of building the church 
everywhere in the world - in our homes, the 
streets, new ways of living, and so on. 

DIVINE! DIVINE! DIVINE! 

This is an article I wrote before that kind of 
exhausts me to think about now. I’m not a 
woman who is extroverted, or anything like that. 
This is also a vast over-simplification of life, and 
a reactive pull towards mannishness and 
INSTANT SOLUTION against the bourgie- 
seeming feminist writers who I am mildly 
envious of. 

Divine makes me feel overwhelmed and over¬ 
exposed. It’s not a lasting solution to my 
problems. It’s a pull towards egotism, to be 
honest. Though I make it out here to be the 
opposite in it’s anonymising, erasing things. 

But what am I? I’m a self-erasing character too. I 
want to lose myself in a congregation. Maybe 
someday A congregation can look divine. It will 
have grace, as well as the strength and artistry 
that’s been forced out of this character in the 
minefield of 20 th century romance. Anyhow, here 
we go. 

How can I do justice to DIVINE? DIVINE is me, 
DIVINE is you! DIVINE is male, DIVINE is 
female! The DIVINE is all things, pulled 
together in order and unity. It is IN YOUR FACE 
and it is ELUSIVE. 

I’m talking about DIVINE, that drag queen pop 
superstar. SHE (the character, DIVINE) will 


teach YOU how to be a man. She’ll put you in 
your place. SHE will teach ME how to be a 
WOMAN. Put ME in MY place. 

What does this VAPID pop music have to say 
about me, you ask? Doesn’t this tinsel and 
stuffed bra make a mockery? Doesn’t DIVINE 
know that there’s no men, no women, no gender? 
What’s all this OLD FASHIONED, SEXIST 50s 
song covers about MEN? And why are YOU 
writing about a deceased 80s pop star again? All 
the relevant stuff is there on like, feminist 
journals, and, places where people with real 
problems express themselves. Why aren’t you 
writing about that? Why do you keep making shit 
up, instead of writing about something gritty, like 
a 100th bad tinder date and your Dad criticising 
your ubereats habit? A lifelong struggle with 
gender identity? We want to hear about that. 
About how men are lame. Pass me the popcorn! 

Well, I want to talk about ME. And, I like 
DIVINE. DIVINE is DIVINE. 

I don’t care, I wanna listen to DIVINE. Anything 
less than DIVINE is like being stuck in the mud. 
Wait, you might say, DIVINE is a man. Of course 
he can be DIVINE. He doesn’t have to worry 
about all the everyday things a woman has to. He 
doesn’t understand the pain, the internalised 
oppression, the physical sensation of female 
embodiment. He can only ever present a 
simplified, reductionist caricature of a 
womanhood beyond what us women know to be 
real. 

Well, to that I say, EXACTLY. I love the gauche 
superficiality and closeness to male chauvanism. 

I love the almost militant universality of pop 
music, the decisiveness, the artifice showing 
some promise of a free human interaction - a 
supranormal event of connection where the 
surface cuts to the heart without a care in the 
world, with total control and ttoal surrender. 
DIVINE is not t&a, a womb, a slave. DIVINE 
demands that first and foremost, immediate 
priority, where the practical and spiritual meet. 
Hey, WAKE UP. Forget all that other nonsense. 
Look at RIGHT NOW. That mannish glossing 
over ambiguous, vulnerable details and insistence 
on immediate presence-of-mind is taken into the 
fist of DIVINE and slapped back into the faces of 



those men! “I’M SO BEAUTIFUL! YOU 
BETTER BELIEVE THAT I AM BEAUTIFUL! 
WE’RE SO BEAUTIFUL, CAN’T YOU SEE! 
LOOK AT ME!!!” “THERE AIN’T NOBODY 
BETTER THAN ME!” She shouts, in the gravely 
voice. That is the FIRST THING you must 
understand about DIVINE or you, you can leave. 

I dunno if I have the wherewithall to be DIVINE. 
To tuck away my phantom penis, my womb, 
genitals, penis envy, PMS, body-preoccupation, 
fear of predators and whatever it is that is 
oppressive about being a woman and just BE A 
PERSON. This is the first step to being OK with 
having a womb (or not having one?) because you 
like life, and stuff. You might WANT to play the 
part of the woman, or whatever, because it 
becomes an active choice to submit to pro- 
creative forces. You are first, not a woman or 
man in the depressing politicised, forced sense 
but a part of a collective divine body that sees 
you for just you. What’s under your clothes is 
none of their damn business, for all these intents 
and purposes, unless you WANT it to be. 

There are all sorts of reasons that you might want 
to bare your sheer physicality or your gender 
eccentricity. Like you’re a little this, a little that, 
sometimes this, over that. Little bit of cleavage, 
hmm, this too short? Etc etc. What I love about 
DIVINE, and drag, is the brutal simplicity of it 
all. I’m a fat guy with a gravely voice and I’m 
gonna wear a BIG BLONDE WIG, PINK TIGHT 
MINI DRESS, SEQUINS, HEELS and so on, 
like a lady who LOVES and DOESNT WORRY 
about her a vagina. Frills and frivolous 
adornments all around it because you know, IT 
DOESNT MATTER (unless someone MAKES it 
a problem by forcing it) like a flower in the wind. 

It’s a man’s job to be DIVINE (the performer), in 
the first instance. It wouldn’t be the same, 
otherwise. A naked, big, hairy, unshapely canvas 
to take the FEMALE problem unto himself, into 
his personality, and thus complete the DIVINE. A 
man can afford ‘to be cheap, as sure as there’s 
trash’. To be ‘shallow, not deep’. In a way to set 
the women free, ideally. 

There AIN’T nobody better than DIVINE. Or 
me, or you. Can’t you SEE? WE’RE ALL 
BEAUTIFUL! This radical, instantaneous 


dancefloor egalitarianism has an implied 
uncompromising individualism and intimacy 
attached to it. It’s not narcissism when she says, 
“AIN’T NOBODY BETTER THAN ME.” and 
it’s not consigned to the dancefloor either 
(otherwise it’d be some Uptown Funk/Happy 
kind of thing). “AND DON’T COME BACK. I 
ALWAYS GAVE YOU SO MUCH MORE 
THAN YOU DESERVE,” she yells at the man 
leaving her. 

She can assert her worth as a woman and she’s a 
man. Yeah, well, look at her, how do you know 
this guy’s not going chasing some REAL 
woman? Well fuck off, that’s not the point. 
DIVINE is RIGHTEOUS. 

The world needs to CHANGE! DIVINE stands 
up for herself like a man. DIVINE has a pulse as 
much as you have a pulse with your man veins 
and self-secure motions. 

YOU THINK YOU’RE A MAN BUT YOU’RE 
ONLY A BOY, says DIVINE. Well, she thinks 
she’s a woman but she’s only a man, you might 
say. Well, maybe it takes a MAN dressed as a 
WOMAN to get some sense into you (and into 
ME). There is a sexless DIVINITY in all of us, 
which is one hundred percent biblical stamp of 
approval’d. I AM DIVINE. 

So, WALK LIKE A MAN, TALK LIKE A 
MAN. WALK LIKE A MAN MY SOOOON! 
SOON SHE’LL BE CRYIN’, FORGET 
ABOUT HER LYIN’, WALK LIKE A MAN 
MY SON! 





THE RAMBLING 

I HEARD THE NEWS 

People are killing themselves over this gender 
issue. The most recently, being a young gay 
conservative who led a protest against drag 
queen children’s storytime. 

I was sad to hear. It reminded me that I should 
hurry up and publish what I’ve written instead of 
watching the wind of my own moods. 

It isn’t just gender issues, it’s everything else, 
too, that causes despair. See, I am ‘sane’ and 
balanced. ‘Sane’ in everything right now except 
that I can’t seem to bring myself to put pause on 
my daydreaming and see that this is important. 

Hey, people are fucking dying.. That awareness 
is where any edge is going to come from. 

There is a sheer cognitive difficulty in 
comprehending, too that a lot of different people 
on opposite sides of the superficial political 
bullshit spectrum are dying, are suffering, or are 
so close to finding the truth. This necessitates 
actual work to process, to give a shit about, 
because you can’t just pick a political side and 
write the others who die off as enemies. That is 
so shit, anyone who gloats over loss of human 
life is not a peacemaker. 



Illustration 2: R.I.P. 


Also, I’m split between relaxed, ceaseless 
introspection, and wanting the short n sharp kind 
of punk zine format. It’s just not working out that 
way. I’m listening to random piano songs, like 
Rachmaninov, Erik Satie. Rambling privilege 
music. (...GAYY?) 

Talking about myself a lot because ultimately, I 
have some stake in this. Other ‘sane’ onlookers 
are not going to care unless they also have a 
stake too. I don’t want to go on about somebody 
else’s problems. Isn’t that the problem, that we 
don’t own our problems? 

This is me fumbling around looking for the light. 
Looking to complete myself, possibly, some day. 
At the very least, I will be balanced inside 
myself, in my own sex, my role, my own 
business. That’s a matter of working out at my 
own pace, in my own terms. 

You too. I’ll be watching. 



Illustration 3: picture of DIVINE (R.I.P. 
too) for formatting purposes 


BIIIIGG NEWS (many weeks ago, you were 
slow to find out, I only told a few ppl) 






I have great news, everyone. How do you explain 
the brain fog, the uncertainty, the nervousness, 
the over-sensitivity, the feminine posturing and 
snappiness? I am pregnant! With ideas, that is. 
This ‘baby’ is not an incestuous baby. It’s not a 
fully white baby. It’s a mystery where a lot of it’s 
genes come from. But you know I’ve been 
around a little bit, you know. I haven’t been the 
most ‘sensible’. 

Ahh, maybe I should say ‘idea’ instead of ideas, 
because twin idea-babies sound like trouble. 
Branching off in two different directions. Plus 
giving birth to them sounds like a pain. 

What if they were a girl and a boy, though? A 
black and a whit— nah, that kind of duality isn’t 
necessary for nature. It’s a girl and a boy, or an 
intersex girl-and-boy baby. 

It is of no importance if this baby reproduces or 
marries when it grows up. It doesn’t need more 
of itself. More ideas in writing? No way. This is 
a baby of action and purity and immediacy. 

It doesn’t need to be partnered or reproduce to 
attain a feeling of unity, eternal life and perfect 
humanity. It does not need to relate to a man or a 
woman or any one individual in a way conducive 
to reproduction or replication of a family tied by 
bloodlines or earthly names or specific jobs. 

Actually I may as well not gender the baby. 
Maybe it’s just a girl? 

This sweet child of mine will not know 
boundaries in the same way that a full-grown 
human will. It is therefore vulnerable. 

Nonetheless, it demands what it needs with a 
ferocity and a resource-hogging that makes me 
wonder, “Why me?” Why the female, why the 
slow process of incubation and knitting together? 
Sometimes I swear it’s ready to come out, or it’s 
going to be stillborn but still, I feel it’s 
movements growing. Too large. 

What did anybody out there do to deserve this of 
me? And, will anybody care? In the first place, I 
was designated the role of doing this because I’m 
an idiot. Somebody who is a writer, or who is 
competent at something, is usually assessed, 


graded and siphoned off into some subsection of 
capitalism. 

Why am I here, privileged with this incredible 
task? Because I escaped, I bypassed the system 
while gathering for myself everything that I 
needed to be here at this moment writing this for 
you, and exploiting everything you have ever 
done in my vicinity. If it’s even interesting, that 

is. 

I’ll have you know that any stress could damage 
this baby of mine. I can take a bit of it, my body 
is the source of warmth and life all on it’s own. A 
tiny bit of stress will keep baby normal. But 
despite knowing this, I don’t want to be subject 
to stress. It would be heresy to will any of it on 
the baby. I am seeking perfection, from my 
innermost being. 

The sins I have passed on from my ancestry and 
the genetics of my ideas that I have previously 
held, or hold simultaneously in suspension, are 
something that I worry may be passed on to baby. 

There is deep anxiety and perfectionism here. 
When you have a womb that has been fertilised 
by something of mysterious origins, you are in 
no hurry to fight or to let the anxiety destroy your 
vitality for the sake of a show. It is ultimately 
yourself and your body and the perfection 
growing within it, that you hold in apprehension 
and grace. 

It is so vulnerable that people might want to kill 

it. It’s a waste. There are no prospects here for, 
for housing, for employment, for family. Nothing 
is for sure. This incubation of an idea and new 
life should be killed and submitting to processes 
of planning, feedback and approval. 

Whoever can see the hope in these words must 
be very small themselves, inside. 

Who is the father? Who is the protector, the 
Adam to be helped by Eve, the benefactor, the 
boss? What of my family’s blood is in this, what 
of my friend’s interests? It’s just nothing, you 
might say. Get rid of it! 

Only a whore (to use an outdated term) could 
fertilise her brain-womb with so many disparate 



ideas that she doesn’t even really know or prove 
could be any help to her. What kind of baby will 
result? 

This baby doesn’t care about your dominance 
hierarchies. There are many of those (thanks JP). 
Nobody will know exactly what to do with it. But 
it’s not... unimportant. Somebody has to do 
something. And they might not be so sure of 
themselves any more. They will just know that 
innocence has to be protected. 

I’m sick of being ‘pregnant’, divine privilege as 
it is. It makes me want to get wasted to forget but 
I care too much. 

What if everybody gets ‘pregnant’? Shit... 

Maybe people would take notice. Fathers would 
rise up. Josephs. They’d take initiative to move 
people to safety, barn or otherwise. 

Baby’s lucky I have thick skin, and I’m really 
sensitive. It’s what I’m made for. Not for ‘me’, 
for the world. For life itself, in it’s horrifying, all- 
enveloping wilderness (...for elaboration, see 
MYSTIC FIRE, SOOT, MR RHEE, FOOT 
DOCTOR, DITCHDOG and other brutal, 
uncompromising Brisbane feminine improv). 

If you want something specific from me, you 
have to earn it. 

If you coerce it, first what will be lost will be 
innocence and then perhaps life itself. 

THE WORDS NEVER END 

The emo shame, my feminine shame, may 
shamefully be driving this. The urge to confess, 
to retreat, to answer to a gender. This rejects all 
your demands and retreats into the inside. It is 
ashamed of it’s smallness 

I don’t like this shame, this navel-gazing, this 
inwardness. It’s an attempt to escape from mere 
reactivity and conformity to external demands. 

You want to hear about you, don’t you? An event 
of some kind. A funny story. Something I have 
done to refine who I am, to expand, to conflict, to 
shock. 


Doing nothing and just about saying nothing is 
my current schtick. I’m done with other people’s 
problems, with giving their ideas representation 
through my body of work (or my body). Even if I 
like them, sometimes I just can’t be fucked. 

I’m interested in what is necessary. 
Fundamentally. I’m a philosopher. You’re a 
philosopher. It doesn’t mean we should be like 
those philosophers, you know what I mean. Who 
wants to be a philosopher? But you are. 

I should stop all this writing soon because it will 
just get plain ugly, plain boring. The whole point 
of it is that I can’t force any point on you, so I 
won’t labour too much to drive it home. It should 
come to rest on you gently. 

But now, I FEEL like writing. This is going on 
for what I think, may be too long. There are not 
enough pictures breaking this up (unless I decide 
to put them here after) and I might end up with 
too many words to be able to print this off and 
mass-distribute as I desire. 

I feel better if I have a more succinct, balanced 
publication to send you. It’s just that my heart 
and spirit, in their comfortable state, gently 
compel me to write as much as I will. 

There is no real point to this or to anything 
except to conserve my basic sense of being okay 
and being earnest and being alive. This is what I 
am doing in a similar sense to a woman who is 
rocking in the corner stitching up a pair of socks. 
Except the fact remains that there are socks 
produced en masse, rendering the work of my 
hands there uncalled for. I am not complaining. I 
have simply found another womanly task. 

There is simply nothing but being. Being myself. 
That sounds both profound and pretentious. So? 
Of what value is you? Why, well, um, uumm, I 
am here? Good company, perhaps? I am as 
gentle, calm, agreeable and so on as anybody. 
Also as disagreeable as you’d expect anybody 
with respectable boundaries to be. 

“The heart is deceitful above all things.” Well, 
maybe you’ll come to believe that I have no 
heart, once you understand the true meaning of 
this inwardness and endlessly pregnant idealism. 



FREE, SPECIFICALLY 


cwzine@protonmaiI.com 
ard 1 ive. 0 rg/details/@cwnz 

This is getting close to being finished, having 
arrived at something of a point. Now I can free 
up my mind. 

(edit: No, I CAN’T, this isn’t PERFECT enough! 

AHHH) 

I don’t want to bound it up to worldly things just 
yet. I’m still leaning off the edge of this cosy 
carriage looking on at all the things, all my ideas 
rushing past in a quick blur. 

There’s nobody to hold my hand, though. I 
must jump off this, this, what might be a 
solitary train to the future, that doesn’t exist? 

This fantasy space? Here goes... Something 
REAL. 

TBC 


THANK YOU XOXO 


“The heart of fools is of little worth.” Prove that 
you are not a fool, and perhaps you may find my 
heart. Prove to me that you can become a fool, to 
flour the alleged wisdom and intelligence of this 
world, and you may find my heart there, too. 



Just in case... 
lifeline 131114 

RBWH Mental Health 24 Hour Assistance 
1300 642 255 

Social Worker at Centrelink 132 850 

Brisbane Relief Hub (Wesley Mission) 316 St 
Pauls Tee 07 3216 1579 

Adis 24/7 Alcohol and Drug Support (QLD) 
1800 177 833 

Alcoholics Anonymous Helpline 1300 222 222 
Request a Jehovah’s Witness (google it) 

Queer Life 1800 184 527 


CROSS WIRES proudly BORN TO BE 
CHEAP 


etc..! 







